THE    ABBEY     OF    JOY

and it was not to revel in them that Lodovico, II
Moro, Light and Splendour of the World, rose day
by day in his chilly shirt.from the rock in order
to engrave upon the faintly glimmering wall the
reminiscent words :

6< II tfy au monde plus grande destresse
Du bons temps soi souvenir en la tristesse"

He scratched the lines so that some future prisoner
in that Inferno might discover that a poet and an
Italian had been there before him.

When Wordsworth was one afternoon sitting re-
clined in a grove, sunk in that sweet mood when
pleasant thoughts bring sad thoughts to the mind,
and feeling around him the joy of plants and birds
and trees, he suddenly asked the profound and terrible
question :

" Have I not reason to lament
What man has made of man ? "

With how much better reason might not the
Cardinal, the historian, and the Duke of Milan have
asked it! It was man who had kept each of them
shut up in a cage, or in a deep window-sill, or in a
dark and rocky hole, and had converted a Prince of
the Church, an intellectual writer, and the Light and
Splendour of the World into warped and wrinkled
rags of men, hardly able to confront the sun or the
human face. Let a man travel for six months alone
and without converse, he will begin to disintegrate.
A scum mantles over his brain, and his courage is
dulled. The soul brutalizes, and the heart will turn
to the nearest wench for consolation.

Wandering alone in Central Africa, I have known
that to be true. But I was in the sun and rain, not
shut up in a cage, embrasure or pit for months or yeans,